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You  come  to  the  Big  University.  You're'  a  little 
apprehensive. 

You've  heard  a  lot  about  Northwestern's  rules  and 
regulations. 

And  a  lot  about  those  who  are  supposed  to  enforce 
them:  Resident  Assistants. 

Relax 

Because  the  adage  "rules  are  made  to  be  broken"  is 
just  as  true  for  your  RA  as  it  is  for  you. 

Overnight  guests  of  the  opposite  sex?  Right  in  your 
RA's  room. 


Electric  appliances  for  cooking?  Just  check  out  your 
RA. 

Pets. 

Loud  music  late  at  night. 

Dope. 

Your  RA  probably  breaks  more  rules  than  you  do. 

The  next  time  you  have  a  problem,  go  to  your  RA. 

They've  had  all  the  troubles  Northwestern  can  offer. 

So  when  your  RA  slams  the  door  in  your  face,  take  it 
easy. 

Because  RAs  are  only  students. 

Just  like  you. 


Noithwestem^s  Resident  Assistants. 

Just  like  you. 
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Polly  Returns 


The  Purple  Parrot  last  appeared  on  campus  25  years  ago. 

And  what  a  Northwestern  it  was  then! 

Fraternities  and  sororities  were  popular  with  many.  There  were  few 
blacks  or  other  minorities  around.  Students  never  saw  administrators 
(and  when  they  did, they  wished  they  hadn't).  Social  life  was 
disastrous.  Classes  were,  for  the  most  part,  large  lectures  that  were 
about  as  interesting  as  a  Jerry  Ford  speech.  Student  government  was 
a  joke.  Students  would  rarely  talk  to  one  another.  Original  thought 
and  intellect  were  rare.  And  when  not  studying,  students  would  get 
obnoxiously  drunk  as  often  as  possible. 

Now,  of  course,  things  are  different. 

And  to  reflect  this  different  era  on  campus,  the  Purple  Parrot  has 
returned. 


The  Parrot  Staff 


Malcontents 


Bygone  Giggles       Elise  Miller    4 

Parrotings 5 

Keeping  Score    Jeff  Baron    6 

Big  Green Greg  Daugherty    7 

Me  and  the  Fuhrer Michael  O'Brien    9 

Albatrite  11 

The  Dick  Van  Dyke  Parroty    Art  Collins      15 

Visions  of  Sledge Ladislav  Jones      20 

The  Comics 22 

Three 
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CreCNE  GIGGLES 


selected  by  Elise  Miller 


Make    em  laugh 


'w-H    rom  May.  1921  to  May.  1950. 

Mj       ^he  Purple  Parrot  was  North- 

M  '        western  's  humor  magazine. 

"^  It  was  published  in  the  days 

when  college  humor  was  the 

rage,  and  every  campus  boasted  a  comedy 

magazine. 

The  Parrot  was.  we  modestly  claim,  one 
of  the  best. 

For  this  issue,  we  ve  selected  some  Jokes 
and  other  amusing  bits  from  the  past. 

Some  came  from  the  minds  of  Parrot 
staffers.  Others  were  the  result  of 
"exchanges  ' '  with  other  college  humor 
magazines. 

But  all  of  them  provide  a  glimpse  of  how 
humor  was  way  back  when. 

Prof:   Look  at  those  baggy  trousers. 
Why  Mr.  Kovatch,  your  outfit  actually 
looks  like  it's  been  slept  in 
Kovatch:  Well  it  has.   You  see,  I  wore  it 
to  your  lecture  yesterday  morning. 
[April.  1936] 


CONGRESSIONAL  INTEGRITY 

Country  gentleman:  Hey,  hold  my  horse 

a  minute,  won't  you? 

Senator  from  Kentucky:    Sir,  I  am  a 

member  of  Congress. 

CO:    That's  alright,  I'll  trust  you. 

[September.  1935] 


You  see  a  girl  walking  in  the  street.  She 
is,  of  course,  feminine.  If  she  is 
singular,  you  are  now  nominative.  You 
walk  across  the  street  to  her,  start  being 
verbal,  and  then  get  dative.  If  she  is  not 
objective,  you  go  into  her  house  and  sit 
down.  Her  httle  brother  is  an  indefinite 
article.  You  talk  of  the  future.  She 
changes  the  subject.  Her  father  be- 
comes present.  Things  are  tense,  and 
you  became  past  participle. 
[January.  1936] 

Elise  Miller  lives  in  Delaware,  if  you  can 

believe  that. 

Four 


Did  you  hear  the  one  about  the  man  who 
had  a  stenographer  named  Virginia? 
He  called  her  virgin  for  short  but  not  for 
long.    [November.  1934  -  MIT  Voodoo] 

Teacher:  Phrase  the  word  kiss. 
Pupil:  This  word  is  a  noun,  but  it  is 
usually  used  as  a  conjunction.  It  is  never 
declined,  and  more  common  than 
proper.  It  is  not  very  singular,  in  that  it 
is  usually  used  in  the  plural.  It  agrees 
with  me.     [January.  1940  -  Kitty-Kat] 


Mary  had  a  little  swing, 

It  wasn't  hard  to  find; 

And  everywhere  that  Mary  went. 

The  swing  was  just  behind. 

[January,  1940] 


Never  run  after  a  streetcar  or  a  woman. 
There  will  be  another  along  in  a  few 
minutes.   There  aren't  so  many  after 
midnight,  but  they  go  faster. 
[May.  1921  -  Exchange] 
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Parrotings 


Students  are  outraged  when  Searle 
director  Leona  Yeager  declares  that  all 
temperatures  at  the  health  facility  wiU  be 
taken  rectally.  Associated  Student 
Government  President  Bill  Koegel  un- 
wittingly labels  the  Searle  staff  "ass- 
holes." 


After  years  of  being  just  plain  folk. 
Vice-President  for  Student  Affairs  Jim 
G.  Carleton  actually  meets  a  student. 
"Seemed  like  a  nice  fellow,"  Carleton 
quips. 

Csirleton  says  his  plans  for  the  coming 
year  include  finding  out  what  his  job 
rejdly  is.  "I'm  still  not  quite  sure,"  he 
drawled.  "But,"  with  a  twinkle  in  his 
eye,  "I'd  like  to  find  out." 

^^ 

PoliticEil  Science  professors  gather  tor 

an  angry  debate  after  it  is  confirmed  that 

funding  has  been  approved  for  R.  Barry 

Farrell's  Canadian  Studies  program.  The 


profs  argue  funds  should  be  provided  for 
other,  equally  boring  fields  of  study, 
such  as  agricultural  reform  in  Utah  and 
the  political  CEunpaigns  of  Ed  Muskie. 


Following  the  murders  of  four  North- 
western students  near  Annie  May  Swift 
Hall,  Director  of  PubUc  Safety  Wayne  O. 
Littrell  says  that  the  victims  were 
"physicEiUy  unharmed."  The  next  day 
he  explains  to  a  Daily  Northwestern 
reporter  that  he  meant  "other  than 
being  murdered,  they  were  physically 
unharmed. ' ' 

Inspired  after  reading  Dickens'  "A 
Christmas  Carol,"  NU  Prexy  Robert  H. 
"Scrooge"  Strotz  dons  gay  appeirel  and 
travels  the  campus  yelling  the  season's 
greetings. 

Highly  irked  by  students'  failure  to 
recognize  him,  Strotz  decides  to  present 
undergraduates  with  a  surprise  yuletide 


gift:  he  raises  tuition  $300  over  Christ- 
mas break. 


'Sf^s^ 


In  a  tribute  to  insomnia,  the  Norris 
University  Center  cafeteria  announces  it 
will  stay  open  till  10  p.m.  on  weeknights, 
10:30  p.m.  on  weekends!  "I  really  can't 
imagine  anyone  staying  up  that  late,  but 
kids  these  days  are  crazy,"  chortles 
Szabo  Food's  Hank  Retch. 


k 


W^ 

As  the  AmEizingrace  Family  splits  up, 
with  one  group  heading  out  to  Oregon  to 
open  Amazingrace  West,  Andy  St. 
Frances  sets  plans  for  Grace  Inc.,  a 
comglomerate  that  includes  Amazin- 
grace franchise  eateries,  Grace  records, 
£ind  Amazingrace  Toys. 

Claiming  the  new  commercialism 
won't  destroy  the  old  Grace  vibes, 
Frances  also  announces  that  he  will 
guest-host  "The  Tonight  Show"  for  two 
weeks  in  February. 
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KEEPING  SCORE 


Arnold  heard  the  mailman  at 
the  front  door  and  dashed 
down  the  stairs.  He  grabbed 
the  mail  from  the  box,  quick- 
ly sorted  it,  and  threw  what  wasn't 
addressed  to  him  on  the  desk  as  he  ran  to 
his  bedroom. 

He  tore  open  his  three  envelopes.  He 
pulled  the  cards  out  one  by  one  and  lay 
each  card  face  down  on  his  desk.  Arnold 
took  a  folder  from  the  filing  cabinet 
beside  his  desk  and  began  making 
notations. 

"Hallmark  -  35  cents,  American 
Greetings  -  25  cents.  Goddamn." 

The  third  card  was  from  a  boxed 
assortment  and  had  no  price  on  the  back. 
Arnold  estimated  the  price,  then  tossed 
the  cards  into  his  wastepaper  basket 
without  checking  to  see  what  the  cards 
said  or  who  they  were  from.  Arnold  knew 
what  the  cards  said.  They  said,  "Happy 
17th  Birthday".  He  didn't  care  who  they 
were  from.  Arnold  Billings  didn't  care 
much  about  anything  except  keeping 
score,  and  Cheryl  Willis. 

Very  soon  after  Arnold  learned  how  to 
count,  he  began  keeping  score.  "Daddy, 
you  gave  Martha  three  rides  and  you 
only  gave  me  two." 

When  Arnold  was  eleven  years  old, 
every  eleven  year  old  boy  in  his 
neighborhood  knew  the  batting  average 
of  every  player  on  the  Detroit  Tigers; 
Arnold  knew  the  average  of  every 
player  on  the  Detroit  Tigers;  he  also 
knew  their  fielding  percentages,  sala- 
ries, and  number  of  times  their  names 
were  mentioned  in  the  Detroit  News  and 
Detroit  Free  Press. 

Arnold  was  a  good  student,  particular- 
ly in  mathematics,  and  when  class  ranks 
were  announced  at  the  end  of  Arnold's 
junior  year  in  high  school,  he  came  out 
very  near  the  top.  Arnold  knew  his  rank 
before  it  was  announced.  In  fact,  if 
anyone  asked  him  at  any  time,  Arnold 
could  give  his  up-to-the-minute  grade 
point  average  and  class  rank. 

No  one  ever  asked  him. 

Fred  Glick,  a  boy  Arnold's  age  who 
lived  nearby,  said,  "I  tried  being  friends 
with  the  guy,  but  I  got  sick  of  calling  him 
up  and  hearing  his  stopwatch  click 
before  he'd  say  hello." 

Sue  Rosemont,  a  cheerleader  at  the 
high   school,   said,    "Everybody   knows 


Jeff  Baron,  an  "alum, 
up  in  the  Big  Apple. 

Six 


is  now  living  it 


by  Jeff  Baron 

But  her  numbers  didn  't  add  up 
that  Arnold  Billings  is  a  creep.  With  a 
capital  C." 

When  Arnold  wasn't  keeping  score, 
he  was  keeping  his  eyes  on  Cheryl 
Willis.  Specifically,  on  Cheryl  Willis' 
breasts.  Cheryl  Willis'  chest  fascinated 
Arnold  so  much  that  one  day  he  got  so 
involved  in  staring  at  it  that  he  forgot  to 
take  his  pulse  on  the  half  hour. 

Cheryl's  breasts  weren't  particularly 
large.  Their  appeal  for  Arnold  was  that 
by  either  freak  of  nature  or  mistake  of 
Cheryl  (he  didn't  care  which),  her  left 
breast  seemed  larger  than  her  right 
breast.  It  drove  him  wild. 

Though  girls  had  never  interested 
Arnold  much,  he  wanted  desperately  to 
go  out  with  Cheryl.  Fortunately  for 
Arnold,  no  one  else  wanted  to.  Not  many 
girls  liked  her  either.  There  was  a  story 
circulating  that  Cheryl  Willis  hadn't 
washed  since  she  was  nine.  Encounter- 
ing Cheryl  seemed  to  bear  this  out. 

As  far  as  Arnold  was  concerned, 
Cheryl  Willis  could  even  be  a  leper  (and 
hardly  anyone  believed  that  when  Hugh 
Larimer  started  it  around),  and  he'd  still 
crave  her  and  that  crazy  lopsided  chest 
,  of  hers. 

Arnold  spent  a  long  time  in  prepara- 
tion for  asking  Cheryl  out.  He  kept  track 
of  the  number  of  words  she  said  to  him 
and  the  number  of  times  she  looked  at 
him. 

He  did  research.  He  managed  to  sneak 
in  and  get  hold  of  Cheryl's  file  in  the 
guidance  office.  He  read  several  teenage 
dating  studies,  and  in  a  burst  of 
optimism,  the  Kinsey  Report. 

Finally,  Arnold  decided  that  he  was 
ready  to  call  Cheryl.  He'd  memorized 
her  phone  number  long  ago.  The  digits 
in  her  number  added  up  to  39,  which  was 
Arnold's  mother's  age.  He  took  that  as  a 
good  omen. 

"Hello." 

"Hello.  Is  Cheryl  there?" 

"You  got  her."  (click) 

"Hi,  Cheryl.  This  is  Arnold.  Arnold 
Billings." 

"Yeah?" 

"Listen,  Cheryl... how 'd  you  like  to  go 
to  the  movies  Friday  night?" 

"Nope." 

"Why  not?" 

"Cause  you'll  just  sit  there  the  whole 
time  with  that  stupid  notebook  of  yours, 
counting  everything  that  happens." 

"What's  wrong  with  that?" 

"Just  forget  it.  Arnold.  I  gotta  go." 


"Wait,  Cheryl!" 

"What  now,  Arnold?" 

"I  won't  bring  a  notebook." 

"Yeah,  you'll  memorize  everything 
and  write  it  down  when  you  get  home. 
Forget  it.  I  gotta  go.", 

"No!  Please,  Cheryl?" 

"I'll  got  out  with  you  on  one 
condition. .  .you  quit  keeping  those  stupid 
records  of  yours. ' ' 

"But..." 

"Take  it  or  leave  it,  Arnold." 

"I  can't..." 

"Forget  it,  then." 

"Wait,  I'll  do  it." 

"I  mean  it,  Arnold.  You  stop  that  stuff 
starting  right  now.  I'm  gonna  check  your 
books  and  notebooks  in  school  to  see  if 
you're  still  counting  things,  and  if  you 
are,  that's  it.  I  gotta  go." 

When  she  hung  up,  Arnold  clicked 
his  stopwatch  twice,  bringing  it  back  to 
zero  without  even  looking  to  see  how 
long  he  talked  to  Cheryl.  He  reluctantly 
tore  the  charts  and  tables  from  his 
notebooks.  He  erased  his  'Cheryl  Graph' 
from  inside  his  history  book,  consoling 
himself  by  thinking  of  the  jump  that  the 
jagged  line  would  have  made,  had  he 
been  able  to  enter  the  phone  call  he  just 
finished. 

Cheryl's  thorough  inspection  of  Ar- 
nold the  next  day  in  school  showed  her 
that  he'd  kept  up  his  part  of  the  bargain. 
Still,  she  conducted  at  least  one  spot 
check  a  day  until  Friday.  Arnold  got 
more  excited  about  their  date  each  time 
he  saw  Cheryl. 

Arnold  borrowed  his  father's  car  for 
the  occasion.  He  picked  Cheryl  up  at  her 
house,  and  drove  to  the  theatre.  Arnold 
had  his  arm  around  Cheryl  during  the 
movie,  and  they  walked  back  to  the  car 
afterwards  holding  hands. 

"Do  you  want  to  drive  to  the  park?" 

"Sure,  Arnold." 

Arnold  parked  his  father's  car  near 
some  trees  and  turned  to  Cheryl.  After  a 
long,  passionate  kiss,  Cheryl  said,  "Oh, 
Arnold,  that  was  beautiful.  If  this  were 
last  week,  you  probably  would  have 
timed  it." 

"Forty-three  seconds,  Cheryl." 

"Arnold!  How  do  you. .  .ARNOLD! 
What  are  you  doing?" 

Cheryl  continued  to  scream  as  Arnold 
pinned  her  arms  down  with  his  knees, 
lifted  her  sweater,  pulled  a  tape  measure 
from  his  pocket,  and  measured  her  left, 
then  her  right  breast. 
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Big  Green 


by  Greg  Daugherty 


Will  everything  come  up  roses? 


Ever  since  my  tape  player  got 
stolen,  I've  devoted  my  drive 
home  from  work  to  a  review 
of  the  day's  activities.  On  the 
day  this  story  begins,  my  review,  like 
my  day,  was  unusual. 

In  the  morning,  a  woman,  maybe  40 
years  old,  came  into  the  office  with  the 
usual  problem.  Her  husband  had  run 
out  on  her  and  she  wanted  a  divorce. 

"Do  you  remember  the  last  thing  he 
said?"  I  asked  her. 

"It  was  some  cliche  —  oh  yes,  he  said, 
'baby,  there  are  other  fish  in  the  sea." 

"That's  all  I  need  to  know,"  I  said. 

In  an  hour  I  called  her  to  ask  if  she 
would  meet  me  at  three  o'clock  at  the 
Beachview  Motel.  She  said  she  would, 
adding  that  she  hoped  I  would  try  to  find 
her  husband  in  the  meantime.  I  said 
he'd  be  there. 

When  I  got  to  the  Beachview  she  was 
already  waiting.  We  went  up  to  room  17. 
"How  do  you  know  he's  in  there?"  she 
whispered. 

"The  last  thing  he  told  you,"  I  said, 
"he  gave  himself  away.  They  often  do." 

I  kicked  open  the  door  and  there  was 
her  husband.  He  tried  to  pull  up  the 
sheets  but  we  could  see  plain  enough.  In 
that  bed,  beside  him,  was  a  90  pound 
tuna.  I  shot  a  flash  picture  of  them  and 
turned  from  the  door,  sick  to  my 
stomach. 

In  my  business  you  see  a  lot  of  awful 
things  but  there,  in  that  motel  room  was 
one  of  the  worst  I  ever  saw.  Believe  me, 
I  know  a  male  tuna  when  I  see  one. 

It  had  been  a  tough  day.  And  when  I 
swung  my  car  into  the  garage  I  thought  it 
was  finally  over.    But  Uttle  did  I  know... 

Upstairs  in  our  apartment,  Becky,  my 
wife  of  four  years,  was  hysterical.  I 
slapped  her  a  couple  of  times,  maybe  a 

Greg  Daugherty  seems  Uke  a  pretty  nice 

guy- 
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dozen,  and  asked  her  what  was  the 
matter. 

At  first  all  she  would  say  was,  "the 
plants. ' '  But  finally  after  a  few  more 
slaps,  she  was  able  to  teU  her  story. 


It  seems  that  she  was  watering  the 
plants  and  talking  to  them.  She  read 
somewhere  that  it's  good  for  plemts  to 
talk  to  them,  so  she  always  tries  to  have 
a  few  cheerful  words  for  each  one.  Only 
when  she  got  to  the  dracaena,  it  had 
some  words  for  her,  too. 

"Water,"  she  told  the  dracaena,  "will 
make  you  big,  and  strong,  and  green." 

And  the  dracaena  said,  "It  sure  will." 

"What?"  she  asked. 

"I  was  only  agreeing  with  you,"  the 
dracaena  said. 

"Shut  up,"  the  African  violet  said, 
"you'll  get  us  all  into  trouble." 

"Oh,  mind  your  own  business,"  the 
dracaena  said. 

My  wife,  by  this  time,  had  gone  over 
to  the  couch  to  sit  down.  She  said  she 
watched  them  argue  for  almost  half  an 
hour  until  the  pachysandra  broke  it  up. 


Her  story  had  an  unmistakable  ring  of 
truth  to  it. 

"Which  plant  was  it  that  spoke  first?" 
I  asked  her. 

She    showed    me    the    dracaena. 
"Alright,   dracaena,"    I   ssiid,    "you've 
scared  this  poor  woman  half  out  of  her 
wits.    What's  the  story?" 

"Not  here,"  it  whispered.  "Out  on 
the  balcony." 

I  carried  the  plant  out  to  the  balcony, 
sat  down  and  lit  a  cigarette. 

I  started  to  ask  a  question,  but  the 
plant  cut  me  off. 

"You're  a  dick,  right?" 

"1  beg  your  pardon,"  I  said. 

"A  private  detective?" 

I  showed  him  my  badge.  "What  can  I 
do  for  you?" 

"I  have  some  info,"  he  said,  "What's 
it  worth  to  you?" 

"That  depends  on  your  info." 

"It's  of  vital  importance  to  the  entire 
human  race.    Interested?" 

"Maybe,"  I  said.  "What  do  you 
want?" 

"First  I  want  a  mate,  a  female.  Also  I 
want  my  own  Mexican  gardener." 

"Why  a  Mexican?"  I  asked. 

"I  want  to  improve  my  Spanish." 

"O.K.,"  I  said,  "You've  got  it.  Now 
what's  your  info?" 

"The  plants... we're  going  to  take 
over." 

"Ha!"  I  said. 

"Don't  laugh,"  he  said,  "at  this 
moment  there  are  millions  of  plants 
across  America  just  waiting  until  the 
time  is  ripe.  And  every  day,  people  are 
buying  more  and  more.  I'll  bet  there 
isn't  an  apartment  in  this  entire  city 
without  a  plant,  and  there  are  plenty  of 
apartments  with  dozens  of  plants.  When 
our  numbers  reach  a  certain  level,  we 
will  rebel." 

"And  if  it  is  true,"  I  said,  "Why  are 
you  telling  me?" 
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"Because  I  believe  in  the  established 
order  of  things." 

He  gave  me  the  address  of  a  suburban 
greenhouse  where  I  could  find  the 
plant's  leader.  I  was  to  ask  for  Big 
Green. 

Early  the  next  morning  I  drove  out  to 
the  greenhouse.  Right  inside  the  door 
stood  a  huge  plant  in  a  pot  as  big  as  a 
washtub.  I  grabbed  it  by  the  stem. 

"You  Big  Green?"  I  demanded. 

"No,"  it  said,  "you're  choking  me." 

I  loosened  my  grip.    "Where  is  he?" 

"A3,"  the  plant  whispered,  "Section 
A3." 

I  walked  over  to  Section  A3.  I  thought 
the  huge  plant  had  given  me  a  bum 
steer.  There  wasn't  a  plant  in  the 
section  more  than  five  inches  high. 

"Big  Green,"  I  said,  "I  wemt  a  word 


with  you." 

The  section  was  silent. 

"Alright,  tough  guy,"  I  said,  "I've 
got  a  can  of  gasoline  in  my  trunk.  You 
want  me  to  go  get  it?" 

"What  do  you  want?"  one  of  the  little 
plants  asked  me. 

"I  want  to  talk  to  you,"  I  said. 

"Are  you  a  cop?"  it  asked. 

"Private,"  I  said. 
..    "How  did  you  find  out?" 

"A  plant  told  me." 

"Dirty  stinking  rat,"  another  of  the 
little  plants  said. 

"Is  it  true  you're  going  to  teike  over?" 
I  asked. 

"Yes,"  Big  Green  told  me,  "Plants 
ruled  the  eEu1.h  once  and  we  will  rule  it 
again.    And  you  can't  stop  us." 

"We'll  see  about  that,"  I  said. 

I  took  Big  Green  to  the  cashier  and 
bought  him  for  49  cents. 

But  before  I  could  get  to  the  car, 
something  hit  me  on  the  head.  At  first  I 
though  it  was  an  anvil,  but  when  I  came 
to,  minutes  later,  I  saw  it  was  a  bag  of 
fertilizer.  I  also  saw  Big  Green  was 
gone. 

"My  plant!"  I  cried. 

"Poor  thing,"  the  cashier  said, 
"We'll  get  you  another  plant." 

"No,"  I  said,  "it's  got  to  be  the  very 
same  one." 

"That's  sweet,"  she  said,  "hardly  out 
of  the  store  and  you  were  already  so 
attached  to  the  little  thing." 

"Where  is  it?"  I  asked. 

"I  don't  know,"  she  said,  "it  seems  to 
have  disappeared." 
Eight 
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She  went  back  into  the  greenhouse 
and  got  me  another  one. 

"But  I  don't  want  another  plant,"  I 
said. 

'  'You  just  take  this  plant  home  and 
love  it." 

I  stuck  the  plant  beside  me  on  the 
driver's  seat.  As  we  drove  away  I  struck 
up  a  conversation. 

'  'Big  Green  is  a  pretty  smart  boy,  isn't 
he?" 

"He's  tops,"  the  plant  said,  "I  love 
him  £md  he  loves  me." 

The  cashier  had  given  me  Big  Green's 
girlfriend.  What  luck!  I  just  had  to  sit 
back  and  wait. 

Around  nine  o'clock  the  phone  remg. 

"This  is  Big  Green,"  a  voice  said,  "I 
know  you've  got  Louise.  I  want  to  talk 
business." 

"How  did  you  dial  the  phone?"  I 
asked. 

'  'I've  got  a  bamboo  plant  that  does  the 
dialing.   I  just  do  the  talking." 

"Do  you  w£mt  to  meet  somewhere?" 

"Meet  me  in  the  Forest  Preserve  in 
half  an  hour.  I'll  be  behind  the  snack 
bar." 

I  checked  my  revolver.  In  case  there 
was  to  be  any  funny  business  I  wanted  to 
be  ready.  As  smart  as  this  Big  Green 
was,  he  probably  had  a  hungry, 
man-eating  plant  waiting  for  me. 

I  locked  Louise  in  the  safe  and  drove  to 
the  Forest  Preserve. 

Big  Green  was  waiting  for  me,  alone. 


behind  the  snack  bar.  "I'm  glad  you 
came,"  he  said,  "sit  down." 

I  sat  down  in  the  dirt  beside  Big 
Green. 

"When  I  started  to  make  plans  for  the 
revolution,"  he  told  me,  "I  never 
figured  anyone  would  catch  on  until  it 
had  happened.  And  now  you  want  to 
spoil  it.  Do  you  realize  how  many 
disappointed  plants  there  are  going  to  be 
if  this  fails?" 

"How  many?"  I  asked. 

"Many,"  he  said,  "That's  why  I  want 
to  convince  you  to  join  our  revolution. 
We  need  you.    And  when  it's  over  you 


can  be  our  humem  Uason." 

"No  deeds,"  I  told  him,  "I  could  get 
arrested  for  just  talking  about  this  with 
you." 

I  sensed  Big  Green  was  worried.  He 
outlined  his  plans  for  what  he  called  the 
"new  order,"  and  I  have  to  admit  that, 
as  plants  go,  he  was  persuasive.  He 
promised  there  would  be  no  reprisals 
agEiinst  humans,  except  non-reforming 
vegetarians.  The  new  government 
would  be  a  coalition  of  plants  and  men  in 
the  ratio  of  fifty  to  one.  Their  first  order 
of  business  would  be  to  develop 
synthetic  food  supplies. 

He  talked  excitedly  well  into  the  night. 
But  then,  the  strength  in  his  voice 
seemed  all  at  once  to  disappear.  With  a 
weak,  fearful  voice,  he  asked  about 
Louise. 

"Cem  I  see  her?"  he  asked. 

I  told  him  I  didn't  bring  her  along.  He 
asked  if  I  would  return  her.  ' '  Maybe , "  I 
said. 

When  I  got  up  to  leave  he  begged  me 
to  let  her  go.  I  ground  my  cigarette  out 
in  the  dirt  beside  him.  I  hadn't  made  up 
my  mind. 

When  I  got  back  to  the  apartment, 
Becky  was  asleep  but  the  dracaena  was 
waiting  up  for  me.  I  said  I'd  talk  to  him 
after  the  news. 

The  news  was  routine:  political 
corruption,  senseless  brutality,  injustice, 
sports,  and  weather. 

"What  do  you  want?"  I  asked  the 
dracaena. 

"Did  you  meet  with  Big  Green?"  he 
asked.   I  told  him  I  had. 

"Did  you  kill  him?"  he  asked. 

"No,"  I  said,  "of  course  not." 

"You  idiot!"  he  sedd,  "Kill  him  and 
you  have  killed  the  whole  revolution. 
He's  the  first  real  leader  the  plants  have 
had  in  centuries." 

"He  wants  me  to  give  him  back  his 
girlfriend,"  I  said. 

"Kill  her,"  the  dracaena  told  me, 
"and  send  him  a  leaf  a  day  until  he  has 
all  of  her.    That  will  show  him!" 

I  carried  the  dracaena  out  onto  the 
balcony  and  dropped  him  over  the  redl, 
down  30  stories,  into  the  murky  river.  In 
the  morning  I  would  drive  Louise  to  the 
Forest  Preserve.  I  didn't  know  if  Big 
Green  could  pull  off  his  revolution,  but  I 
was  aU  for  him. 
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Me  and  the  Fuhrer 


by  Michael  O'Brien 


Mein  Kampf  runneth  over 


For  many  people  of  my  gener- 
ation, the  mention  of  the 
period  1939-1945  brings  to 
heart  shame,  disgust  and 
sadness.  You  see,  I  am  a  German. 

I  am  old  enough  to  remember  the  war 
vividly  although  I  did  not  participate  in 
the  struggle  —  at  least  not  directly,  but 
I'll  get  into  that  in  a  moment. 

When  the  war  first  began  with  Hitler's 
offensive  on  Poland,  I  was  out  of  work. 
Unfortunately,  the  same  handicap  which 
prevented  me  from  fighting  against  the 
Allied  Forces  also  plagued  me  as  a 
civilian  seeking  employment  —  I  was 
circumcised 

You  can  not  imagine  how  frustrating  it 
was,  especially  since  I  wasn't  a  Jew. 
Everywhere  I  went  in  search  for  a  job 
required  that  I  take  down  my  pants.  It 
got  so  bad  that,  well,  one  day  I  was 
standing  on  a  corner  waiting  to  cross  the 
street.  A  lady  of  about  80  years,  frail  and 
crooked,  stood  next  to  me  waiting.  I 
offered  my  assistance.  But  to  my 
surprise,  she  reached  into  my  trousers 
and,  upon  discovering  me,  proceeded  to 
swing  her  cane  at  me  with  the  vigor  of  a 
30-year-old  woman. 

To  escape  such  ignominious  embar- 
rassment, and  to  gain  entry  into  the 
service,  most  German  males  sought  the 
talents  of  plastic  surgeons  to  uncircum- 
cise  them,  so  to  speak.  However,  I  had 
neither  the  money  nor  the  fortitude  to 
undergo  such  an  operation.  Besides,  I 
liked  my  piston  the  way  it  was. 

My  story  really  begins  here. 

When  the  war  began,  I  was  deter- 
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mined,  whether  in  the  army  or  not,  to  go 
out  on  my  own.  This  much,  I  accom- 
plished. 

But  as  you  can  imagine,  jny  physical 
condition  made  me  a  total  wretch. 

I  hadn't  a  mark  to  my  name.  My  ex- 


Terry  Daniels 

treme  poverty  gave  me  no  choice  but  to 
sleep  in  the  parks  of  Berlin  where  I 
would  be  mercilessly  accosted  by  drunk- 
ards and  squirrels. 

My  parents,  the  bastards,  refused  to 
assist  me  in  any  way  when  they  learned 
of  the  reason  for  my  miserable  condition. 
They  beat  me  when  I  faulted  them.  This 
is  what  I  had  to  deal  with;  you  now  have 
some  idea  of  my  plight  during  the  first 
few  months  of  the  Great  War. 


However,  my  luck  changed  suddenly 
one  bright  morning  in  April,  1940. 

I  had  just  awakened  from  yet  another 
restless  night  on  a  bench  in  Reichspeil 
park.  I  was  a  sight  to  behold.  My 
hair,  as  usual,  was  disheveled,  my  face 
unshaven,  and  my  clothes  filthy  and 
torn.  In  this  deplorable  state,  I  walked 
down  Grachmann  Street,  a  main  thor- 
oughfare in  Berlin.  As  I  strolled,  I 
noticed  an  entourage  of  sleek,  black  lim- 
ousines with  Third  Reich  markings 
coming  up  the  street. 

They  were  moving  rather  slowly  and 
people  began  to  wave  and  shout  madly.  I 
stepped  to  the  curb  to  get  a  better  view. 

As  I  did  so,  a  group  of  four  ruffians 
surrounded  me  and  started  taunting  me 
by  urinating  on  me. 

This  had  happened  to  me  before:  the 
youths  of  Berlin  have  a  particular 
attraction  to  pissing  on  poor  bums  Uke 
myself.  To  frustrate  them,  I  had  learned 
to  ignore  them.  Meanwhile,  the  head  car 
approached  me  slowly  and,  to  my  alarm, 
stopped  when  it  was  next  to  me. 

The  back  door  opened  and  the  Fuhrer 
himself  bounded  forth.  He  joined  the 
circle  formed  by  the  boys  and  proceeded 
to  relieve  himself  upon  my  left  coat 
sleeve. 

Not  knowing  quite  what  to  do,  I 
started  laughing  nervously,  partially,  as 
I  say,  for  lack  of  knowing  what  else  to  do. 
But  also  because  Hitler  had  an  extraord- 
inarily small  prong,  and  circumcised  at 
that.  If  it  weren't  for  his  uniform,  his 
moustache,  and  the  autographed  picture 
of  himself  pasted  to  the  visor  of  his  cap, 
he  could  have  easily  passed  for  a  fifth 
boy  in  the  circle.  Anyway,  to  my  utter 
amazement,  the  Fuhrer  himself  began 
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chuckling.  This  encouraged  me  and  I 
laughed  still  louder.  By  this  time,  a 
crowd  had  gathered,  and  everyone  was 
having  a  grand  time. 

Hitler  was  now  in  hysterics.  I  ventured 
to  give  him  a  friendly  slap  on  the  back. 
He  gave  me  a  friendly  knee  in  the  groin. 
When  he  had  composed  himself  and  I 
was  able  to  straighten  myself  up,  he 
spoke  to  me: 

"What  is  your  name,  my  friend?" 

"Allan  Werner,  mine  Fuhrer,"  I 
stuttered. 

"Allan,  you  are  a  funny  man,"  said 
the  Fuhrer  as  he  pinned  a  button  reading 
"Kiss  me  —  I'm  German"  onto  my  coat. 
"I  need  someone  like  you  to  take  my 
mind  off  the  war  at.the  end  of  the  day.  I 
love  to  laugh,  you  know.  You  will  come 
with  me." 

I  didn't  dare  say  a  word.  We  got  into 
the  car  together  and  drove  off  to  Reich 
headquarters. 

Thus  began  my  Ufe  as  court  jester  for 
the  Fuhrer.  It  was  not  at  all  what  one 
could  consider  an  easy  job.  On  the 
contrary,  1  was  forever  searching  for  new 
quips  and  antics  with  which  to  impress 
Hitler. 

After  several  months,  I  could  read 
Adolph's  (it  pleased  him  for  me  to 
address  him  as  Adolph)  many  moods 
with  some  skill.  This  helped  me  im- 
mensely since  I  could  accurately  deter- 
mine what  would  make  him  laugh. 


One  combination  which,  in  my  exper- 
ience, never  failed  was  farting  loudly 
and  saying:  "It's  cold  in  here;  throw 
another  Jew  on  the  fire." 

However,  with  all  my  success  with 
this,  I  was   sure  not  to  overuse   it. 

The  Fuhrer  was  a  man  easily  bored 
and  quite  impatient  with  those  who  had 
the  misfortune  to  bore  him. 

(Why  do  you  think  he  invaded  Poland? 
For  his  health?) 

Hitler  also  liked  to  see  me  defecate  on 
a  picture  of  Winston  Churchill,  imitate 
Roosevelt  by  simulating  an  epileptic 
palsy  fit,  and  imitate  Mussolini  by 
wiping  myself  with  my  socks  after 
spoiling  Churchill's  picture. 

The  vileness  of  my  job  never  occurred 
to  me.  I  was  too  afraid  that  Hitler 
wouldn't  laugh.  But  he  inevitably  did.  I 
even  made  Ught  of  my  circumcision,  for 
which  Hitler  was  at  first  ready  to  execute 
me. 

I  told  him  that  StaUn  had  bitten  it  off 
and  used  the  skin  as  a  book  mark  in 
"The  Little  Prince." 

Our  relationship  was  as  two  brothers 
for  most  of  the  war.  But  then,  in  1945, 
the  Fuhrer  began  to  brood  quite  a  bit. 

His  face  would  flush  with  anger  if  I 
failed  to  amuse  him  and,  more  often 
than  not,  he  would  beat  me  without 
mercy.  The  war  of  course  was  going 
badly  for  the  Axis  Powers,  so  I  tried  even 
harder  to  coax  a  smile  from  Adolph. 


Finally,  I  had  to  resort  to  shooting  his 
German  Shepards. 

From  this  point  on.  Hitler  loathed  my 
half-witted,  feeble  attempts  at  humor. 
Everything  I  did  disgusted  him.  Finally, 
one  night  in  August,  194.5,  I  walked  into 
the  study  where  we  had  customarily  met 
for  the  past  five  and  a  half  years.  Hitler 
was  standing  there  motionless  facing  me 
as  I  entered  through  the  massive  oak 
doors.  He  was  holding  a  Luger  out  to  me. 

I  looked  at  the  ugly  piece  in  horror,  my 
mouth  agape.  He  instructed  me  to  use  it 
on  myself.  Like  a  zombie,  I  approached 
the  Fuhrer.  My  fear  nearly  paralyzed  me 
altogether.  When  I  reached  him,  I 
gripped  the  pistol  with  a  trembling  hand 
and,  for  a  second,  was  tempted  to  use  it 
on  my  benefactor. 

"Kill  yourself,"  Hitler  screamed. 

The  sheer  power  of  the  command 
surely  must  have  been  the  muscle  I  used 
to  bring  the  weapon  to  my  temple.  I 
pulled  the  trigger  without  thinking.  It 
didn't  fire.  Hitler  began  to  laugh  with  a 
gusto  which  I  long  suspected  had 
vanished. 

His  laughing  brought  me  out  of  shock 
and  1,  too,  began  to  laugh  with  both 
relief  and  joy  — mostly  relief,  I  think. 

"Adolph,  you  devil,"  I  chortled. 

"Fuck  you,  you  coward,"  choked  the 
Fuhrer. 

Better  a  live  coward  than  a  dead 
coward,  eh? 
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"Let's    \^o    for   a    walk    h\    the    ^rai  cl    pit." 
"All   rijiht:   if   you   think   you'll    yf/   a   little 
bolder." 


Good  news  for  unfunny  people: 

Purple  Parrot  gives  temporary  relief 

to  those  who  suffer  from  a  lack  of  humor. 

Not  all  of  us  are  blessed  with  the  talent  that  makes  people 
double  over  with  convulsive  laughter,  and  choke  merrily  on 
their  food.  We  all  yearn  for  the  ability  to  gain  new  friends  by 
displaying  a  scintillating  wit. 

Everyone  knows  that  a  sense  of  humor  can  make  you  an 
instant  hit  with  the  opposite  sex,  and  our  studies  show  that  the 
average  Purple  Parrot  reader  has  sex  at  least  five  times  in  their 
lifetime. 

Well,  now  you  can  get  in  on  the  action. 

The  Purple  Parrot  is  Northwestern's  funniest  publication. 
Ignore  cheap  imitations  like  the  University  Time  Schedule  and 
the  Medilletter. 

But  don't  just  take  our  word  for  it.  The  Purple  Parrot  has 
recently  won  several  coveted  awards,  including  Best  North- 
western Humor  Magazine  of  1974,  the  Sheridan  Road  Regional 
Humor  Association  Award,  and  Best  Magazine  with  the 
letter  "P." 

So  go  with  a  winner!  You'll  be  sure  to  offend  and  alienate 
more  people  than  you  ever  dreamed  if  you  read  the  Purple 
Parrot  every  quarter. 

And  for  you  smartasses  who  think  you're  already  funny, 
submit  your  material  to  Box  10  of  the  Norris  University  Center, 
1999  Sheridan  Road,  Evanston,  111.  60201. 

If  we're  in  a  good  mood,  we  might  read  it. 

[)urple  [)arr€t 
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Albatrite 


Viva  la  revolucion!! 


by  Phil  Francheezie 

As  always,  the  United  States  is  at  this 
minute  intervening  in  the  affairs  of  a 
number  of  Third  World  countries.  The 
CIA,  FBI,  AID,  and  MG  are  all 
repressing  the  people's  struggle  for 
independence  and  freedom.  Revolu- 
tionary leaders  are  having  the  shit 
pounded  out  of  them  by  American 
goons. 

One  man  who  has  thus  far  managed  to 
elude  America's  political  bouncers  is 
Juan  Taco-Enchilada,  head  of  Chiquita, 
the  Guatemalan  People's  Freedom  team. 

Enchilada  was  in  Chicago  recently 
for  a  Bic  Banana  sales  convention,  and 
talked  with  Albatrite  staffer  Phil  Fran- 
cheezie. Here,  in  the  original  Spanish,  is 
their  discussion. 

Albatrite:  Juan,  why  did  you  first 
become  involved  in  the  revolutionary 
struggle  for  independence  and  a  good 
life  for  all  your  fellow  citizens  every- 
where in  the  world? 

Enchilada:  Mi  padre  converitir  al 
universidad  en  un  bastion  politico  y  no 


limitar  las  reinvindicaciones  a  su  recinto, 
es  precisamente  una  de  las  mas  frecuen- 
tes  criticas  a  la  rebelion  estundiantil 
mundial. 

A:     That's  interesting.  And  why  did 
they  say  this  to  you? 
E:     Porque  el  lo  disculpaba  todo  y  a 
todos  disculpaba. 
A:     Oh. 

E:  Hay  otras  opciones  mas  alia  de  las 
viejas  estructuras  politicas  actuales, 
heredadas  de  la  segunda  guerra  mun- 
dial. 

A:     Did  you  resent  the  fact  that  you 
were  orphaned  when  you  were  19?    Has 
this  played  a  part  in  your  march  on  the 
United  Fruit  Company  packing  plants? 
E:     Si.  senor. 

A:  I  see.  And,  uh,  well,  I  seemed  to 
have  misplaced  my  notes  here.  Oh,  hah 
hah,  here  they  are.  Yes.  And  do  you 
plan  to  carry  your  message  to  other 
countries  where  they  are  suffering  at  the 
hands  of  U.S.  imperialism? 
E:     El  movimientp  cuestiona  los  funda- 
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You  still  don't  need  a 
Weathernnan  to  tell  which 
way  the  wind  is  blowing,  if 
it's  blowing  at  all,  that  is. 

Albatrite  is  proof  of  that. 

Someone  recently  asked 
us  if  the  Movement  was 
dead.  Where  have  all  the 
radicals  gone?  is  a  typical 
question.  Where  are  your 
heads  at?  is  another. 

Well,  to  us  it  is  still  1970. 
We  hate  the  war,  even 
though  it's  over.  We  hate 
Nixon,  even  though  he's 
out  of  office.  We  hate 
Farah  slacks,  even  though 
we  wear  them. 

We  hate  everything  that 
was  fashionable  to  hate 
four  years  ago. 

A  student  recently  asked 
if  Albatrite  is  a  joke. 

This  issue  is  our  answer. 


Taco-Enchilada 

mentos  mismos  de  nuestra  sociedad. 

Italia,  Grecia,  Alemania,  Inglaterra, 

Checoeslovaquia,  Belgica,  Espana,  Bra- 

sil,  Chile,  para  no  mencionar  sinos 

algunos  nombres,  se  alzan  contra  el 

enemigo  comun:    El  Sistema. 

A:     Gee,  can  I  come  along  and  help  you 

guys  with  the  struggle?    What  will  it  be 

hke? 

E:     La  rebelion  actual  es  profunda- 

mente  diferente  de  la  existenciaUsta  de 

post-guerra.   No  se  resuelve  en  anguista 

o  cuestionaminto  de  la  existencia  huma- 

na  sino  en  la  necessidad  de  liberar  al 

hombre  de  todas  la  respresiones  de  la 

vida  social. 

A:     Oh,  really.    On  second  thought, 

maybe  I'll  stay  here  and  help  spread 

your  message.   I  think  that  would  be 

more  advantageous,  right  now.     What 

other  plans  do  you  have? 

E:      Se  ha  senalado  repetidamente  la 

falta  de  programas  del  movimiento.   Los 

informes,  proclamas,  manifiestos  y  graf- 

itti  ilustran  este  hecho  que  distinque  la 

rebelion  de   otras   revoluciones   histor- 

icas. 

A:     Sounds  great.    Anything  else  you'd 

like  to  say? 

E:     No,  senor. 

A:     Right  on  is  what  I  say. 

E:     Queda    estricatamente    prohibido 

prohibir. 

A:     Good-bye  Juan. 

E:     Viva  la  revolucion! 


Albatrite  Party  Jokes 

Our  Uninformed  Dictionary  de- 
fines a  reactionary  as  someone  who 
reads  the  Daily  Northwestern. 


Who  is  the  leader  of  the  Fsirah 
strike  movement? 
A:     PEmts  De  Leon. 


And  then  there  was  the  girl  who 
thought  lUD  was  a  new  govern- 
ment  agency. 
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Doing  the  Gyne  Rag 


by  Linda  Complaint 

I  was  naive  about  sex  when  I  came  to 
Northwestern. 

Having  come  from  a  small,  rural,  and 
sexually  repressed  community,  all  I  had 
learned  about  making  love  came  from 
4-H  hayrides  and  Girl  Scout  outings. 

So  naturally  when  I  arrived  at  North- 
western and  fell  head  over  heels  with 
Stokely,  I  was  uneducated,  inexper- 
ienced, and  nervous  about  the  successful 
execution  of  the  sex  act. 

It  was  late  fall  when  my  man  and  I  first 
"did  it."  And  the  minute  after  we 
"did,"  boy,  was  I  scared! 

I  had  heard  tales,  mostly  from  my 
older  sister,  Janie,  who  had  attended 
Parsons  College  for  a  time,  about  loose 
women  that  gave  into  temptation  only  to 
have  to  drop  out  of  school. 

After  kicking  Stokely  in  the  groin  and 
telUng  him  that  I  hated  his  guts,  I  quickly 
douched  with  sm  ice-cold  Mr.  Pibb,  a  tip 
Janie  had  given  me  before  I  left. 

But  I  was  still  worried,  and  so  the 
next  morning  hiked  over  to  Searle,  the 
student  health  center. 

Girls  in  my  dorm  had  warned  me 
about  the  place;  that  it  was  cold,  cruel, 
and  uncaring. 

-They  were  wrong,  I'm  happy  to  report. 

I  walked  in  and  stepped  up  to  the 
warm  reception  desk,  on  which  were 
lying  the  opened  psychiatric  records  of 
a  number  of  my  fellow  students. 

"What's  the  problem,  honey?"  asked 
a  bespectacled  octogenarian. 

"I'm  scared,  ma'm.  Last  night,  and 
don't  ask  me  why,  I  had  sexual  inter- 
course with  my  boyfriend  without  ad- 
vance planning  through  communica- 
.tion." 

"Well,"  she  chortled,  "temptation  is 
the  devil's  playground.  I'll  see  what  I 
can  do.  Have  a  seat,  dearie." 

After  paging  through  some  interesting 
1954  "Today's  Health"  magazines  and  a 
few  pEunphlets  showing  disintegrating 
lungs,  another  nurse  came  to  the 
reception  room. 

"Come  with  me,  sir,"  she  said. 

I  looked  around,  and,  seeing  I  was  the 
only  one  there,  laughed  at  her  little  joke. 

I  walked  down  the  warm,  inviting 
corridor  to  a  small,  nicely  decorated 
office.    -,' 

After  just  a  few  minutes,  a  balding,  fat 
doctor  made  his  entrance. 

"Hey,  baby,"  he  said,  chucking  my 
chin  after  his  greeting.  "Take  off  your 
clothes." 

I  did  as  he  said,  then  anxiously 
explained  what  had  happened. 


"Fag?"  he  inquired. 

"What?"  I  exclaimed,  thinking  he 
was  referring  to  Stokely,  only  to  notice 
he  was  offering  me  a  cigarette. 

I  refused,  and  he  began  his  examina- 
tion. It  was  brief,  thorough,  and,  from 
my  limited  contact  with  the  medical 
profession,  expert. 

He  gave  me  a  pregnancy  test,  and  told 
me  to  get  dressed. 

We  both  sat  down,  and  he  cleared  his 
throat  to  begin  what  I  thought  was  going 
to  be  a  lecture  on  morality. 

"Nancy,"  he  said.  "I  want  you  not  to 
worry  about  this.  Whatever  happens,  we 
here  at  Searle  will  help.  If  you  are 
pregnant,  which  I  doubt  from  all  the 
information  you  have  given  me,  we'll  be 
glad  to  do  what  you  think  best. 

"But  I   want  you  to  know  that  at 
Searle,   we  encourage   sexual   relations 
between  consenting  students.  It's 
healthy,  useful,  and  fun.  And  that's  why 
sex  is  so  great,"  he  continued. 

After  offering  me  another  cigarette, 
he  explained  that  he  would  put  me  on 
the  "Pill"  so  I  could  enjoy  making  love 
without  worry.  He  refused  to  charge  me 
for  the  first  batch. 
"And Nancy,"  he  said  as  I  was  heading 
for  the  door,  "I'd  apologize  to  Stokely  if  I 
were  you." 

I  left  the  building  positively  elated.  I 
could  not  believe  the  understanding  and 
care   the   personnel   had   given   me. 


At  the  dorm,  and  in  some  of  my 
classes,  I  discovered  my  experience  was 
not  unique. 

"Searle?  They're  the  greatest  thing  to 
happen  to  free  love  since  Jerry  Rubin," 
Linda,  my  roommate,  confided. 

Most  of  my  other  friends  agreed. 
Searle  had  encouraged  them  to  have  sex 
as  often  as  they  wanted,  and  had  given 
them  a  hand  with  birth  control  meas- 
ures, too. 

Leona  Eager,  Searle's  director,  said 
she  was  glad  more  women  had  come  to 
trust  the  health  facility. 

"Women  today  are  freer,  more  con- 
scious of  themselves.  They  also  are  a  lot 
hornier  than  in  my  day,  which  is  fine 
with  me." 

At  Searle,  we  just  want  them  to  have 
sex  without  guilt  and  without  fear,"  she 
said. 

Her  feeUngs  were  shared  by  just  about 
everyone  else  on  the  Searle  staff. 

"Sex  is  wonderful.  Screwing  is  ter- 
rific," was  the  typical  comment. 

Eager  also  said  that  Searle  was  study- 
ing the  possibility  of  opening  mandatory 
sex  clinics  at  various  dorms  to  encourage 
more  sexual  activity  between  students. 

"Sex  is  probably  the  most  important 
part  of  the  college  experience,"  she 
said. 

At  Northwestern,  it's  good  to  know 
we've  got  a  health  service  that's  in  tune 
with  the  times. 


Cosmic  Reflections 


Peace 

And  we  were  at  peace  with  our  piece 

And  the  great  storm  hit  our  lightning  rod 

And  seven  cosmic  tongues  of  fire  descended 

And  burned  our  heads 

—Tom  Love 


Unionized  Lettuce  #2 

Bats  and  gophers  and  Paul  Getty's  ear 

Don't  make  much  sense,  but  it's 

nothing  to  fear 

Dwarfs  and  munchkins  and  amputees 

November  22,  1963 
If  you're  confused,  it's  'cause  you're 

trying  too  hard 

It's  okay  'cause  I'm  so  avant-garde 

Don't  sweep  us  away,   don't  ever 

forget  us 

Come  to  the  protest  of  non-unionized  lettuce 

— Shawn  X. 


I  guess  you  could  say  I'm  that  Albatrlte  gffl 


Cindy,  and  I'm  that  new  breed 
man  who's  aware,  fntelligent  and 

n't  give  a  damn  about  fashion, 

ke  sure  I'm  always  wearing 

St  in  faded  Levis  and  work- 

ver  want  to  stand  out  in  the 

he  many  demonstrations  I 

ar  what  every  other 

is  asserts  my  individ- 

em  that  encourages 

certain    ideals   and 

ng  a  give  and  take 

my  man.  I  give  him 

"es  it.  Since  men  want 

and  women  are  more 

drive  my  man  crazy 

games  that  mask  my 

every  month  to  keep'^ 
test  in  strikes,  demon- '^ 
what  lettuce  and  grapes  - 
When  I  want  to  siiop 
afe,  economical  atrortion, 
my  Albatrite. 
those  informative  features 
ike  "10  Best  Places  to  Get 
hicago,"  and  "Why  We're 
In  addition  to  the  lively  ^ 
can  top  their  eyecatching 

er  to  survive  the  repressive 
clutches  of  our  military  industrial 
complex,  I  need  a  magazine  that  lets 
me  in  on  what  is  happening  with  the 
Movement. 
Their  incisive  and  meaningful  poe-  ^ 
and  Bob  Dylan  record  reviews  keep  ' 
in  touch  with  our  fast-changing 
iety. 

here  are  two  things  I  depend  on 
ry  month.  My  period  and  my  copy 

Ibatrite.  So  the^next  time  mf . 
pd  doesn't  come  on  time,  I'll  kno^-- 
ave  my  Albatrite  to  tell  me  what  t^^ 


you  want  to  reach  me,  you'll  fini^ 
reading  Albatrite. 


PURPLE  ^  ^  PARROT 


The 

Dick  Van  Dyke 

Show 


by  Art  Collins 

A  Purple  Parroty 


FADE  IN  -  ROB  AND  BUDDY  IN  WRI- 
TER'S OFFICE.  ROB  IS  AT  TYPE- 
WRITER, BUDDY  IS  LYING  ON  HIS 
BACK  ON  THE  COUCH. 

ROB:  Okay,  so  Allen  says,  "How  long 

have  you  been  a  watercooler?"  and  the 

watercooler  says. ..(AT  THAT  SECOND, 

THE        WATERCOOLER        EMITS 

STRANGE  BUBBLING  SOUNDS.)  Well, 

it's  not  the  funniest  thing  I've  ever  heard 

but. .  .TYPES  '  'baloop. . .  .baloop. ' ' 

ENTER  SALLY 

BUDDY:  Well,  here  she  is,  late  as  usual! 

SALLY:  Well,  now,  don't  forget  feUas,  I 

left  early  yesterday.  (ROB  NODS  AND 

THEN  LOOKS  PERPLEXED.) 

ROB:  So  uh....how  did  it  go  last  night, 

Sally? 

SALLY  [evasive]:  How  did  what  go? 

ROB:  You  know. ..your  big  date. 

BUDDY:  Yeah  Sal,  how  big  was  he? 

SALLY  [hand  on  hip):  You  know  Buddy, 

someday  you're  going  to  stop  worrying 

about  your  penile  length. 

BUDDY  [playing  along]:  How  come? 

SALLY:  You'll  find  a  perfect  fit.   A 

thimble  lined  with  vaseline.  Come  on 

fellas,  we've  got  a  lot  of  work  to  do. 

BUDDY:  Oh  no,  not  until  you  tell  us 

about  your  big  date.  I  want  a  blow  by 

blow  description. 

ROB:  You  uh... don't  want  to  talk  about 

it? 

SALLY:  Frank's  a  great  guy.  A  lot  of  fun. 

BUDDY:  Va  va  va  voom! 

ROB:  But? 

SALLY:  Rob,  if  you  must  know,  I've 

been  thrown  out  of  my  apartment. 

ROB:  (aghast):  You've  been  thrown  out 

of  your  apartment? ! 

BUDDY:  You've  been  thrown  out  of  your 

apartment?! 

SALLY:  How  about  that?  Stereo  nosi- 

ness! 

Art  Collins  thinks  he's  handsome. 
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ROB:  Well  Sally,  we  don't  mean  to  be 
nosy,  but  my  gosh,  how  in  the  WORLD 
did  you  get  thrown  out  of  your  apart- 
ment?! 

SALLY:  Well,  let  me  just  say  again  that 
Frank's  a  great  guy  Emd  a  lot  of  fun. 
ROB:  So? 

SALLY:  So  unfortunately... my  landlady 
isn't. 

BUDDY  [amazed]:  Sally!  I  didn't  know 
you  had  it  in  you! 

SALLY:  Oh,  I  had  it  in  me  all  right. 
(ZOOM  IN  ON  SALLY)  Boy,  did  I  have  it 
in  me! 

ASCENDING  TRUMPETS,  FADE  OUT 
FOR  FIRST  COMMERCIAL  BREAK. 

FADE  IN  -  PETRIE  LIVING  ROOM  - 
ENTER  ROB  THROUGH  FRONT 
DOOR. 

ROB  [loudly]:  Honey,  I'm  home!  (A 

FEW  STEPS  INTO  THE  LIVING  ROOM, 

HE  BANGS  HIS  FOOT  ON  ONE  OF 

RITCHIE'S  TOY  TRUCKS  AND  GOES 

INTO   ONE    OF    HIS    SLAPSTICK, 

VAUDEVILLE    ROUTINES,    HOLDING 

HIS  INJURED  FOOT  AND  HOPPING 

BACK   AND   FORTH   ACROSS  THE 

ROOM  ON  HIS  OTHER  FOOT.)  Aw, 

darn!  darn!  darn!  darn!  darn!  darn! 

Ooo!  Mmm!  DARN  IT!  (ENTER  LAURA 

FROM  KITCHEN)  Doggone  it  honey, 

why  can't  Richie  put  his  toys  where  they 

belong?! 

LAURA:  I'm  sorry  darling.  (KISSES 

ROB) 

ROB  (saccharin):    Hmm,  maybe  hurting 

myself  is  worth  it  if  this  is  what  I  get. 

(KISSES  BACK.) 

LAURA:  Oh,  you  flatterer.  (KISSES 

STILL  MORE  PASSIONATELY.) 

ROB:  Hmm.  Heh  Heh.  Aah!   (SLIPS 

HAND  OVER  LAURA'S  BREAST.)  You 

know,  for  a  skinny  diabetic,  you're  pretty 

stacked. 


LAURA  [disengaging  herself]:  Honestly. 

RETURNS  TO  KITCHEN  -  OFFSCREEN 

LOUDLY.  So,  how  was  your  day? 

ROB:  Oh...Sally  got  kicked  out  of  her 

apartment  for  lewd  sexual  behavior. 

LAURA  [opens  door]:  What?! 

ROB:  Sally  got  caught  messing  around  in 

her  apartment  and  her  landlady  threw 

her  out. 

LAURA:    Ro-ob,    that's   just    awful! 

What's  she  going  to  do? 

ROB:  I  don't  know.  She's  staying  at  the 

hotel  now. 

LAURA:  Well,  we  can't  let  her  stay 

there!  Why  didn't  you  tell  her  she  could 

stay  here  until  she  found  another  aprt- 

ment? 

ROB:  I  don't  know  honey,  I  thought  you 

wouldn't  want  me  to. 

LAURA:  Oh,  Rob,  that's  crazy!  How 

could  you  think  that?  You  know  how  fond 

I  am  of  Sally! 

ROB:  Yeah,  I  know  honey... 

LAURA:  Sally's  a  wonderful  person! 

Warm,  considerate,  funny... I  don't  mind 

her  manly  voice.  Her  forwardness.  The 

fact   that   she's   always   horny   as    a 

heathen... 

ROB  [Hushed  and  mysterious]:   Yeah, 

well  that  reminds  me.  Do  you  know  what 

I  found  in  Sally's  desk  today? 

LAURA:  What? 

ROB:  This.  (HE  REACHES  ^NSIDE  HIS 
SUITJACKET  AND  PRODUCES  A 
DILDO  WHILE  LAURA'S  JAW  DROPS 
OPEN.) 

LAURA:  Oh. ..ROB!  SALLY  has  that?! 
OUR  SALLY?! 

ROB  [nodding  vigorously]:  You  still  want 
her  to  stay  here  and  take  the  chance  that 
she'll  start  playing  "doctor"  with 
Ritchie? 

ENTER  RITCHIE  -  RUNNING 
THROUGH  FRONT  DOOR.  IN  DES- 
PERATION, ROB  TRIES  TO  CONCEAL 
THE  APPARATUS  BEHIND  HIS  BACK. 
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RITCHIE  [yeUing]:  Hi  Daddy,  did  you 
bring  me  anything? 

ROB  [flustered]:  Uh,  no  Ritch,  I  didn't. 
RITCHIE:  Yes  you  did,  you've  got 
something  behind  your  back. 
ROB:  No  Ritchie,  I  have  nothing  behind 
my  back!  Now  go  play  with  yourself 
...YOUR  TOYS! 

RITCHIE:  I  want  to  see  what's  behind 
your  back! 

ROB:   RITCHie,  there  is   NOTHING 
behind  my  BACK!  Now  if  you  don't  cut  it 
out,  you're  going  to  get  a  spanking! 
RITCHIE:  But  Daddy  I... 
LAURA  [singsong]:  Riiitchie! 
RITCHIE:  Yes,  Mom.  (EXITS.) 
ROB  [smiling]:  Well,  that  solves  one 
problem.  Now,  what  about  Sally? 
LAURA  [determined]:  Rob... I  want  Sally 
to    stay    here.     (ROB    STARTS    TO 
PROTEST.)  Darling,  we  both  love  Sally 
very  much  and  you  KNOW  that  if  she's 
in  trouble,  we've  just  got  to  help  her. 
ROB:  Honey,  you're  right.   (TAKES 
LAURA  INTO  HIS  ARMS.)  I'll  caU  her. 
(HE  SQUEEZES  HER  BREAST,  AND 
SHE  REACHES  TO  HIT  HIM  IN  MOCK 
ANGER.  HE  "RUNS  AWAY,"  TAKING 
CLOWNISH  STRIDES  WITH  LAURA  IN 
HOT  PURSU1T.(  All  right  honey,  cut  it 
out!  Okay  Laura,  that's  enough!   OW! 
AAAH!  OW! 

ON    PETRIE    KITCHEN.    ROB    IS 
STANDING,  DRINKING  MILK  OUT  OF 
THE  BOTTLE.  LAURA  AND  SALLY 
ARE  SEATED  AT  THE  TABLE. 

SALLY:  Laura,  this  is  really  good  of  you 
and  Rob,  but  I'm  telling  you,  I  don't 
MIND  staying  in  a  hotel. 
LAURA:  Oh,  don't  be  silly,  Sal,  we  love 
having  you. 

SALLY:  You  know,  that's  something  like 
what  Frank  said  the  other  night. 
ROB:  Uh,  Sal,  how  come  you  didn't 
move  into  Frank's  apartment? 
SALLY:  What?!  And  put  up  with  his 
mother?! 

ROB:  I  thought  Herman  Glimpshire  was 
the  guy  with  the  mother. 
SALLY:  Frank's  mother  is  a  different 
sort  of  problem.  She's  sort  of  a  swinger. 
ROB:  So? 

SALLY:  See,  she's... very  fond  of  sand- 
wiches. 

ROB:  Well  so,  isn't  everybody? 
LAURA  [singsong]:  Ro-ob,  I  don't  think 
you  quite  understand. 
ROB  [perplexed,  then  enlightened]: 
Ohhh.  Heh  heh  heh! 
LAURA:  Sally,  can  I  get  you  anything  to 
eat? 

SALLY:  Are  you  kidding?  Does  the  Pope 
masturbate?  Sure,  whatever  you've  got. 
LAURA:  I  think  I  have  some  Vienna 
Sixteen 


sausage... 

ROB  [suddenly  panicky]:  Uh,  no  you 

don't  honey!  (SMILES  LAMELY.) 

LAURA  [bewildered]:   Why...  yes  I   do 

darling... 

ROB  [interrupting]:  No... no  you  don't. 

(STARES   DIRECTLY   INTO   LAURA'S 

EYES.)  You  don't  have  any. 

LAURA:  Rob,  you're  talking  crazy. 

Sally,  would  you  hke  it  on  a  bun? 

SALLY:  Oh,  no  thanks,  Laura,  I'll  just 

eat  it  plain. 

LAURA  SERVES  THE  SAUSAGE  IN  A 
DISH  TO  SALLY  WHILE  ROB  BURIES 
HIS  FACE  IN  HIS  HAND. 

SALLY  [staring  at  sausage]:  You  know 

Laura,  I'm  really  tired  all  of  a  sudden. 

Would  you  mind  terribly  if  I  ate  this  in 

my  room? 

LAURA:  No,  no  at  all,  Sally! 

SALLY:  Thanks.  I'll  you  see  you  kids 

later,  huh?  And  hsten... thanks  again  for 

putting  me  up. 

LAURA:  Oh,  Sally,  don't  mention  it.  Our 

home  is  your  home. 

SALLY:  Goodnight.  (EXITS.) 

ROB  [hushed  voice]:  And  our  sausage  is 

your  Ben-wa  balls!  Laura,  how  could  you 

DO  it?  How  could  you  give  Sally  that 

sausage?! 

LAURA:  What  are  you  so  worried  about? 

ROB:  You  mean  you  don't  know?  You 

pick  up  the  "sandwich"  instantly,  but 

you  don't  know  what  Sally  the  Horntoad 

plans  to  do  with  a  Vienna  sausage  all 

alone  in  her  bedroom?!  (THEY  STARE 

AT  EACH  OTHER  FOR  A  SECOND, 

AND  THEN  ROB  GESTURES  BY 

THRUSTING  HIS  PELVIS  FORWARD.) 

Poon  poon  poon!! 

LAURA:  Oh,  Rob! 

ROB:  Yeah! 

ON  WRITER'S  OFFICE  -  ROB  AND 
BUDDY 

ROB:  I  don't  know  what  to  do.  Buddy. 
Sally  is  such  a  wonderful  girl.  It's  a 
shame  she  doesn't  have  a  nice  man  to 
keep  her  pacified. 

BUDDY:  Rob,  it  would  take  King  Kong 
to  keep  her  pacified.  A  two-headed 
King  Kong,  if  you  catch  my  drift. 
ROB:  If  only  she  wasn't  so. ..man  crazy! 
It's  not  doing  her  any  good,  it's  almost  a 
sickness  with  her. 

ENTER  MEL  COOLEY. 

BUDDY:  And  there's  the  cure! 
MEL:  What  are  you  babbling  about? 
ROB:  Never  mind,  Mel. 
BUDDY:  Mel,  you're  so  bald  that  you 
look  Hke  your  neck  blew  a  bubble. 


MEL:  Rob,  I  did  not  come  here  to  this 

office  to  get  insulted. 

BUDDY:  Where  would  you  like  to  get 

insulted?  I'll  go  anywhere. 

MEL:  Rob! 

ROB:  Buddy!  What  did  you  want,  Mel? 

MEL:  Rob,  one  of  the  dancers  broke  her 

leg  and  we  need  a  replacement  right 

away.  Do  you  think  Laura  would  fill  in  for 

the  week? 

ROB:  Gee,  I  don't  know  Mel,  Laura's  not 

too  keen  on  that  stuff  anymore.  I  could 

call  her  and  ask  though. 

MEL:    Would  you  please? 


ROB  DIALS  PHONE. 

ROB:  Hi  honey.  You  want  to  hear 
something  cute?  Mel  wants  you  to  dance 
on  the  show  this  week.  Ahahahaha.  (HIS 

EXPRESSION  ABRUPTLY  CHANGES.) 

Oh,   well   (COUGHS).    Sure,    honey! 

Yeah,  he  wants  you  down  here  right 

away.  No,  Sally  and  I  can  eat  out...eheh, 

we'll  find  something.  Yeah.  Bye  honey. 

(HANGS  UP  -  TO  MEL.)  Well. ..she 

wants  to  do  it! 

MEL:      Fine,    then   it's   all    settled. 

BUDDY:    Now  why  don't  you  leave  so 

my  stomach  can  settle? 

MEL:  Yoouchh!  (EXITS.) 
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BUDDY  [mysteriously  singing]:  Doo  doo 
doo  doo  doo  doo  doo! 
ROB  [suspiciously]:  What  do  you  mean, 
"Doo  doo  doo  doo  doo  doo  doo?" 
BUDDY:  You  and  Sally  alone  tonight, 
that's  what  doo  doo  doo  doo  doo  doo  doo! 
Those  dance  rehearsals  are  going  to  go 
on  until  about  ten  o'clock. 
ROB:  Ohh... (FEARFUL,  THEN  RE- 
LIEVED.) Naww,  Ritchie'U  be  there! 
Yeah,  Ritchie  will  be  home! 


PHONE  RINGS  -  ROB  ANSWERS  IT. 

ROB:  Hello?  Yeah  honey.  You  forgot  to 
mention  that  Ritchie  is  going  to  stay 
overnight  at  Tommy's  house.  Oh. ...No, 
no,  nothing  honey!  No,  that's  fine.  Yeah. 
I  love  you.  Bye. 

HANGS  UP  AND  STARES  IN  SILENCE. 

BUDDY  [singing]:  Doo  doo  doo  doo  doo 
doo  doo! 

SUSPENSEFUL  FLUTES,  FADE  OUT 
Fall,  1974 


FOR  SECOND  COMMERCIAL  BREAK. 

ROB:      WeU... (GESTURES). ..here    we 

are!  You  hungry? 

SALLY:  Oh.... no,  not  right  now,  Rob. 

Why  don't  we  just  sit  down  and  talk? 

(WALKS  TOWARD  COUCH.) 

ROB:  Sure!  (QUICKLY  OPENS  FRONT 

DOOR  BEFORE  FOLLOWING  SALLY.) 

Ahaha!    (SITS   DOWN.)    So (SLAPS 

KNEES).... here  we  are! 
SALLY  [nods]:     Yeah... so  you  said. 
ROB:  Yeah. ..(FIDGETS  FOR  A  COUP- 
LE OF  SECONDS).... You  hungry  yet? 
SALLY:  Rob,  what's  with  you?    You 
seem  really  nervous. 
ROB:  Me?!  Ahahahaha!  No!  Whuwhu- 
whuwhuwhat's  there  to  be  nervous 
about? 

ROB  TAKES  OUT  A  CIGARETTE  AND 
LIGHTER. ..HE  HAS  PROBLEMS 
LIGHTING  IT  BECAUSE  HE  IS 
TREMBLING  SO  VIOLENTLY.  HE 
FINALLY  SUCCEEDS  IN  LIGHTING 
THE  FILTER  END,  SEES  HIS  MIS- 
TAKE, AND  STABS  AT  THE  ASH- 
TRAY. 

SALLY:  All  right,  Rob,  what  is  it?  Are 
you  worried  about  the  two  of  us  being 
alone  together  here,  is  that  it? 
ROB:  Are  you  kidding?!  Whoa-Sal-I 

mean me  and  you  -  we're  bosom 

buddies-uh-the  best  of  friends!  I  mean, 
Sal,  how  uh.... (LOOKS  AROUND  NER- 
VOUSLY)...how  could  you  ever.... think 
a  thing  like  that?  (LOOKS  AT  WATCH.) 
Is  it  hot  in  here? 

SALLY:  It's  freezing  in  here!  You  left  the 
front  door  open! 

ROB:  Oh!  So  I  did!  Ahahahaha!  I 
uh... guess  I'd  better  go  close  it. 

HE  STANDS  UP,  WALKS  TO  THE 
FRONT  DOOR,  AND  BEFORE  OPEN- 
ING IT,  BENDS  DOWN  TO  EXAMINE 
THE  RUG. 

SALLY:  Rob.... what  are  you  doing? 

ROB:  There's  a. ..a. ..spot.  Yeah.  Right 

here  on  the  rug. 

SALLY:  So  what  are  you  going  to  do,  hft 

it  off  with  your  hands? 

ROB   [standing]:   Ahahaha!    No.... can't 

very  well  do  that,  can  I?  I'll  uh,  take  care 

of  it  later. 

CLOSES  DOOR  AND  SITS  DOWN 
WITH  SALLY.  THEY  SIT  IN  SILENCE 
FOR  A  FEW  SECONDS,  AND  THEN 
SALLY  SIGHS  LOUDLY. 

ROB:  Whuwhuwhuwhat  was  the  sigh 

for? 

SALLY:  Did  I  sigh? 

ROB:  Yeah,  you  sort  of  sighed  or  some- 


thing. 

ROB:  What  were  you  thinking  about? 
SALLY:      Oh. ..well. ..I  guess   1   was 
just  thinking  about  something. 
SALLY:  Oh... just  about  how  lucky  some 
people  are.  You  and  Laura  have  it  made, 
you  know  that? 

ROB[panicky]:  Uh...yes,  Sal,  I  do  know 
that.  Laura  and  I  are  very  happy  togeth- 
er. 

SALLY  [dreamily]:  Oh,  If  only  1  had 
some  man  to  love.  Any  man.  Truman 
Capote.  Michael  Dunn. 
ROB:  Michael  Dunn?! 
SALLY:  Just  somebody  to  fill  this  void  in 
my  heart. ..in  my  soul,  ..between  my 
legs. 

ROB  [rising]:  Uh,  Sal,  I  think  you've  said 
enough ! 

SALLY:  Aw  Rob,  for  chrlssake,  I'm  not 
going  to  eat  you! 
ROB:  What!!?? 

SALLY:  Figuratively  oy  literally!  What 
makes  you  such  a  d@vated  square 
anyway?  What  is  this  ggw^r  Laura  has 
over  you,  ya  big  pusa? 
ROB:  I  love  her  very  mueh  ftnd  she  loves 
me. 

SALLY:  Oh  yeah?  Well,  I  get  a  hot  flash 
for  ya,  Robbie.  While  you're  spending 
all  your  time  and  energy  being  true  blue 
when  you  should  be  getting  true  blown, 
Laura  is  out  making  hot  whoopie  with 
Allen  Brady. 

ROB:  Oh  COME  ON  NOW  SALLY!! 
SALLY  [producing  photograph]:  I  hate  to 
do  this  to  you  Rob,  but.., have  a  look. 
ROB  [aghast]:  1  CAN'T  BELIEVE  THIS! 
WHERE  DID  YOU  EVEN  GET  THIS 
PICTURE? 

SALLY:  Never  mind  where  1  got  it. 
ROB:  My  GOSH,  I  never  knew  Laura 
could  even  DO  that!  That  sweet, 
loveable  girl  I  married  is  a  contortionist! 
SALLY:  There  are  a  lot  of  things  you 
don't  know  when  you  sleep  in  twin  beds. 
ROB:  But  how... why???  ' 
SALLY:  Why  do  you  think  Laura  gets  to 
do  so  many  stand-in  bits  on  the  Allen 
Brady  show? 

ROB  [pacing]:  Wow... Laura.. .my  Laura! 
(HARSHER  TONE.)  I'm  gonna  kill  her! 
SALLY:  Now  Rob,  you  should  know  that 
there's  a  much  better  way  to  even  up  the 
score. 

SALLY  SPREADS  HER  LEGS. ..HER 
SKIRT  CREEPS  UP  HER  THIGHS. 

ROB  [brightly]:  Yeah!  Boy,  I'll  show 
her! 

STAY  ON  LIVING  ROOM  -  NIGHT. 
LAURA  ENTERS  THROUGH  FRONT 
DOOR  -  ROB  QUICKLY  ENTERS  FROM 
BEDROOM  LOOKING  DISHEVELED 
AND  SCARED. 
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LAURA:  Hi. 

ROB:   Uh...hi  honey... what  are  you 

doing  home  so  early? 

LAURA:  It's  not  that  early.... you  know 

how  long  those  dance  rehearsals  have 

been  lasting.  (ADVANCES  TO  KISS 

ROB  -  ROB  BACKS  AWAY.)  DarUng, 

what's  the  matter?  Aren't  you  going  to 

let  me  kiss  you? 

ROB:  Uh,  no. ..no  I'm  not. 

LAURA:  Why  not? 

ROB  [still  backing  away]:  It's  bad  for  you 

if  you  do  it  too  often.  Bad  for  the  teeth. 

(TOUCHES  HIS  TEETH.)  Jerry  said  so. 

Makes  'em  crooked. 

LAURA:  And  what  is  this  on  your  ear 

here?  It  looks  Hke  makeup. 

ROB:  Don't  be  silly,  honey!  Why  would  I 

be  putting  leg  makeup  on  my  ear? 

LAURA:  What? 

ROB  [animated  fear]:  Egg  makeup!  I 

said  egg  makeup!  I  don't  know  why  I 

said  it!  I  was  thinking  of  egg  shampoo,  I 

guess! 

LAURA:  And  Ro-ob,  what  is  this  spot  on 

your  pants  here? 

ROB:  Whuwhuwhuwhuwhuwhuwhu-I-I- 

I 

ROB  SITS  IN  CHAIR,  HOLDING  HIS 
HEAD. 

LAURA    [vindictively]:    Robert    Petrie, 
you've  been  masturbating! 
ROB:  Huh?! 

LAURA:  YOU  HAVE  BEEN  MASTUR- 
BATING! I  can't  believe  that  of  you, 
Rob! 

ROB  [standing]:  Neither  can  I,  Laura! 
You  know  I  don't  masturbate!  How  could 
you  think  that  of  me? 
LAURA:  Well  Rob,  what  else  am  I  to 
think?  I  come  home  and  you've  got  a 
spot  on  your  pants  and  Pristine  on  your 
breath. . . . (STOPS  AND  MEDITATES  ON 
HER  OWN  WORDS).... Pristine  on  your 
breath.... 

ROB:  Honey,  I  can  explain  everything... 
LAURA  [fuming]:  Sally.... 
ROB:    Laura,    I'm    sorry!    Honey... 
LAURA  [shouting]:  Sally!  Sally,  get  out 
of  here  right  this  second. 

ENTER  SALLY  -  TIMIDLY 

SALLY  [smiles  and  waves]:  Hi  there! 
LAURA  [arms  folded]:  Well  Sally,  I  see 
you've  made  yourself  right  at  home 
here.  Tell  me,  was  he  better  than  the 
Vienna  sausage? 

SALLY:  Uh...gee,  it's  getting  late!  Kids, 
thanks  for  everything  and  uh....I  guess 
I'll  be  heading  home  now,  huh? 
LAURA:  This  is  your  home,  in  case 
you've  forgotten!  You  still  haven't  found 
a  place  to  live  yet,  remember?  As  for 
you,  Rob,  I  suggest  you  call  your  lawyer. 

Eighteen 


ROB  [grabs  Laura's  breast]:  Laura,  now 
listen  to  me.... 

LAURA  [slowly  and  deUberately]:  LET... 
go  of  my  tit! 

ROB:  Not  until  you  stemd  here  and  Usten 
to  me,  Laura.  Now  I'll  admit,  you 
suffered  somewhat  of  a  disillusionment 
here  tonight,  but  did  you  ever  stop  to 
think  that  maybe  that  isn't  HALF  the  di- 
illusionment  that  you've  disillusioned 
me  with?  (LOOKS  PERPLEXED) 
LAURA:  What  are  you  tEdking  about? 
ROB:  What  am  I  talking  about?  I'm 
talking  about  THIS,    sweetheart! 


(HANDS  HER  THE  PHOTOGRAPH.) 

Now,  you  just  tell  me,  what  can  be  more 
disillusioning  than  to  find  out  that  your 
own  wife  doesn't  love  you? 

ROB  TURNS  HIS  BACK  WHILE  LAURA 
STARES  AT  HIM. 

LAURA  [shrilly  and  deliberately]:  Why 

you  big  DOPE! 

ROB  [turning  around]:  Huh? 

LAURA  [sobbing]:  You  think  that  I  did 

this  because  I  don't  love  you? 

ROB:  Well...  isn't  that  it? 

LAURA:   [hysterically]:   Oh  Rob. ..if  you 


only  knew  how  horrible  it  is  making  love 
to  Allen  Brady!  He  yeUs  if  you  mess  up 
his  toupee  and  sometimes  he  insists  that 
Mel  be  present  to  direct  us  and,  oh 
Rob! 

ROB:  Well,  honey,  if  you  hated  it  so 
much,  why  did  you  do  it? 
LAURA  [stm  sobbing]:  So  that  I  could 
make  enough  money  to  buy  you 
that... super  XKE-JFK  bored  out  90  oval 
with  the  three  straumberg  97s  and.... ov- 
erhead...CEun... engine.... for  your  birth- 
day! 

LAURA  THEN  BREAKS  INTO  UNCON- 
TROLLABLE   SOBS    WHILE    ROB 
STANDS  LOOKING  UNCOMFORTAB- 
LE AND   HELPLESS.   HE   FINALLY 
PUTS  HIS  ARMS  AROUND  LAURA. 

ROB:  Honey,  I  understand!   I  under- 
stand, honey!  I  understand! 
SALLY:  Well,  thanks  agedn  and... good- 
bye! 

ROB:  What  do  you  mean  "goodbye?" 
Where  could  you  possibly  go? 
SALLY:  Oh,  uh... Frank's  house  doesn't 
seem  so  bad  to  me  anymore.  I  can  use  a 
little  kinkiness  every  once  in  a  while.... 
see  ya. 

ROB  [still  holding  Laura]:  Goodbye  Sal. 
(EXIT  SALLY.)  You  were  doing  it  so  you 
could  buy  me  that  car? 
LAURA:  Are  you  still  mad  at  me? 
ROB:  Mad  at  you?!  Laura,  you're  the 
sweetest,  most  wonderful  girl  in  the 
whole  world! 
LAURA:  Oh  Rob! 

MORE  ASCENDING  TRUMPETS  - 
LAST  COMMERCIAL  BREAK  -  ON 
WRITER'S  OFFICE  -  ROB  AND  BUDDY 

BUDDY:    And  so  Sal  went  to  Frank's 

apartment  even  though  she  knew  the  old 

lady  is  a  pervert? 

ROB:     Well,    that's    what    we    had 

THOUGHT. 

BUDDY:  I  don't  follow  you. 

ROB:  Well... let's  put  it  this  way... Sally 

went    back    to    her    own    apartment 

because... she  had  never  gotten  kicked 

out  of  it  in  the  first  place. 

BUDDY:  Well  then  why  did  she  tell  us 

that  that  had  happened? 

ROB  [looking  at  fingernails]:  Well... 

Sally  knew  that  if  she  told  us  she  had 

gotten  thrown  out  of  her  apartment, 

Laura  and  I  would  insist  that  she  come 

out  to  the  house.... 

BUDDY:  And? 

ROB  [thrusting  pelvis]:  Poon  poon  poon! 

STILL  MORE  ASCENDING  TRUMPETS 
AS  BUDDY  LAUGHS  AND  GIVES  ROB 
THE  "AW,  G'WAN"  GESTURE  -  CUE 
CLOSING  THEME. 
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Visions  of  Sledge 

by  Ladislav  Jones,  art  professor  and  historian 

Portrait  of  the  artist 


It  is  a  pitiful  thing  to  see  genius  go  unrecognized.  Such  is  the  case  of 
Arnold  Josef  Sledge,  perhaps  the  greatest  painter  of  the  20th  century, 
who  died  last  year  penniless  and  forgotten  in  a  cheap  boarding  house  in 
Kansas  City. 

It  is  a  continuing  puzzle  to  me  why  his  greatness  has  not  been  appre- 
ciated by  either  the  critical  community  or  the  pubUc. 

My  hope  is  that  I  can  correct  this  outrageous  oversight  and  reveal, 
through  his  own  works,  his  unparalleled  insight. 

Unfortunately,  due  to  expenses,  the  works  printed  here  will  only  be 
black-and-white  reproductions  of  the  brilliantly  colored  originals. 

(You  can,  however,  view  them  in    all  their  colorful  splendor  in  my 
soon-to-be-published  "Hammering  Toward  Greatness:  Arnold 
Sledge,"  which  will  cost  $25  and  contain  no  less  than  60  color  plates.) 


Even  at  the  tender  age  of  four,  Sledge's  talents  were  readily  apparent.  In  his  '  'Visit 
to  the  Zoo  with  Mommy  and  Daddy,  "(1904),  Figure  1,  Sledge's  manipulation  of  Une 
and  form  is  nothing  short  of  masterful.  His  riotous  interplay  of  the  primary  colors  red 
yellow  and  blue  is  regretably  lost  in  this  black-and-white  reproduction.  The  oversized 
black  hat  worn  by  his  father  in  the  picture,  clearly  symbolic  of  death,  indicates  young 
Arnold  may  have  had  an  inkling  of  his  father's  impending  suicide. 

The  ferocious  beast  at  right  is  one  of  the  most  chilling  portraits  of  pure  evil  in 
WGStGrn  3rt. 


Figure  2 


! 

f 

Figure  1 


Although  expelled  from  school  in  1915  for  yodeling  in  Esperanto  (surely  not  a  major 
offense),  he  continued  to  pursue  his  education  under  the  tutelage  of  surrealist  Andre 
Macabre. 

The  influence  of  Macabre  is  obvious  in  Sledge's  "Aunt  Hill"  (1917),  Figure  2. 

Sledge's  depiction  of  his  relatives  in  this  unorthodox  composition  is  a  searing 
indictment  of  a  rigid  social  structure,  one  whose  hypocrisy  was  attacked  by  Sledge  all 
his  hfe. 
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His  marriage  to  his  childhood  sweetheart,  Marie  Chaise-Longues  in  1925,  was 
especially  important  to  his  growth  as  an  artist. 

The  all-consuming  love  he  shared  with  this  simple  woman  became  both  his  inspir- 
ation and  the  subject  of  scores  of  his  paintings. 

His  passionate  yet  tender  love  for  her  is  eloquently  displayed  in  his  poignant ' '  Mane 
Tortured  by  the  Pygmies"  (1932),  Figure  3. 


higure  3 


Sledge  refused  throughout  his  life  to  be  photographed.  The  only  self-portrait  he 
did  is  seen  in  Figure  4,  and  is  entitled  "Self  Portrait  of  Me"(1947). 

Although  difficult  to  see.  Sledge  painted  his  features  on  the  head  of  a  spider 
crawling  up  the  tree  at  the  right.  ,  r-   j 

A  few  misguided  critics  have  claimed  the  spider  is  actually  his  brother,  but  1  tind 
that  theory  too  laughable  to  even  discuss. 


Figure  4 


Mention  must  be  made  of  Sledge's  brief  but  triumphant  fling  with  realism. 
In  his  startling  "Snapshot"  (1957),  Figure  5,  one  is  amazed  by  the  verisimilitude 
and  abundance  of  detail  that  fills  the  painting. 


Figure  5 


As  so  often  is  the  case  with  great  artists,  his  masterpiece,  so  grandiose  and  so 
potentially  beautiful,  is  unfinished.  After  just  beginning  work  on  it,  he  dropped  dead 
of  lead  poisoning. 

(It  is  true  that  Sledge,  driven  by  hunger,  had  consumed  several  of  his  best  works.) 
The  only  portion  of  the  projected  10'  x  30'  mural  which  he  completed  is  printed  here, 
actual  size.  Figure  6. 

A  Ufetime  study  of  form,  line,  and  color  have  gone  into  that  tiny  square.  What 
suggestions  it  contains  of  man's  constant  struggle  against  despair! 

Sledge's  projected  title  for  the  work,  which  he  intended  to  be  a  chronicle  of  man's 
ethical,  moral,  and  spiritual  decay,  is  "Man,  Eternity,  and  a  Crowbar."  The  last  work 
is  a  fitting  capstone  to  a  brilliant,  although  tragic,  career. 

Is  Ladislav  Jones  John  Musker? 
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People  with  long  noses 
need  not  apply. 


Some  things  never  change,  and  the  fraternities  and 
sororities  of  Northwestern  are  proud  of  our  tradition. 

Although  the  University  admits  more  Jews  and 
Negroes  each  year,  you  won't  find  many  of  them  in  our 
ivy-covered  houses. 

Not  that  we  have  anything  against  minority  groups, 
but  we're  just  concerned  about  how  our  neighbors 
might  feel. 

If  you're  tired  of  having  your  dormitory  order  bagels 
every  Sunday,  and  hearing  "Midnight  Train  to 
Georgia"  30  times  a  day,  then  maybe  you  should  think 
about  joining  the  Greek  system. 

Our  social  life  is  great.  We  think  it's  healthy  to  be 
nervous  and  =)wlrward  hv  beina  set  up  with  a  date 


you've  never  met. 

You'll  have  a  great  time  at  our  pledge  parties,  where 
we  get  you  drunk  to  help  you  decide  which  house  you 
want  to  join. 

You'll  get  a  kick  out  of  our  initiation  rituals  that 
sometimes  include  digging  your  own  grave.  Those 
jokers  who  get  buried  alive  don't  get  to  be  Greeks. 

And  above  all,  what  can  possibly  match  the 
excitement  of  Rush  Week,  when  the  other  members  of 
the  house  say  nasty  things  about  you  behind  your  back? 

The  Greek  system  is  "where  it's  at"  for  the  "with 
it"  college  student,  and  we  think  we  have  what  it  takes 
to  make  your  years  at  Northwestern  good  preparation 
for  the  outside  world. 


We  re  looking  for  a  few  good  WASPS, 

Today's  Greeks  \%nt  To  Join^u. 


SCREWAR'S  PROFILES 

(Pronoi/iiced  Scroo-ers) 


WII.LIAM  TI':M1>KI.MKVE1{ 

HOME:    Northwestern  Apartments 

AGE:    32 

PROFESSION:    Dean  of  University  Housing 

HOBBIES:    Sleeping  and  eating. 

LAST  BOOK  READ:    "The  Harrad  Experiment" 

LAST  ACCOMPLISHMENT:  Screwing  thousands 
of  students  in  University  housing. 

QUOTE:  'T  don't  give  a  damn  where  students 
live,  as  long  as  I  keep  my  room  in  the 
Northwestern  Apartments." 

PROFILE:  Stubborn,  abrasive,  and  overburdened 
by  his  job. 

SCHOOL:    Northwestern  University 


/nUinenriC.  There  are  more  than  a  thousand  administrators 
in  America,  but  lew  are  authentic  enough  for  Northwestern  University. 
The  quality  standards  we  set  down  in  1851  have  never  varied.  Into  each 
administrator,  we  put  only  the  qualities  that  students  have  come  to 
expect.  »  r  r  r 

!\U  never  vanes. 


